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Just then the Major came by.
" What's that you're saying to this man ? " he asked the
Lieutenant.
The subaltern explained the gist of the conversation,
explaining that Gunner Ford seemed anxious for the
safety of some of the ships.
" Oh, he does ?" sneered the Major. " All right; fall
in everybody."
He had thought of a new idea.
"You men aren't getting enough exercise. Take off
your shirts and double round the deck for half an hour."
Off we went, with the officers watching us, and the
sergeant-major keeping up the pace.
We had no further trouble with the Emden, and as we
approached Port Suez, the flagship turned about and
steamed past us, running up a message of good luck. Ahead
lay our new escort made up of units of the Mediterranean
Fleet under the Black Prince. It took us three days to go up
the Canal in single file, and the old Rajput was followed by
the Black Prince. What a contrast! As I peered over the
stern admiring her guns, it seemed as if there were but
twenty yards between us.
At Port Said we went through the usual process of coal-
ing, with the usual accompanying exhibition. During this
process, however, we were involved in a collision. One
of the other boats hit us broadside on, smashing the
davits on our port side and causing other damage.
Naval officers carried out an inspection and pronounced
us fit for sailing. It was a matter of urgency. The
War was gdlng on, and we must go on, too. Never-
theless, we only had half our number of lifeboats if
anything happened.
In the Mediterranean itself, between Port Said and
Marseilles, we ran into a terrific storm. All our horses
were sick, and I doubt if many men escaped. I know how
I felt, and it didn't make it any easier when at the height of
ijpfiiry I was picked with other men to go down into the
fiold to lash the guns, which had moved from their position.
Looking up, the ladders seemed to be horizontal, and none